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Summary:
Ashley catches someone coming into Andrew way too hard and decides to do something about it

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Work Text:
It was past closing at the shop where Andrew worked. Ashley let herself in and locked the door back behind her. Andrew would probably chide her for stealing a key if he hadn't been to one to give her a copy in the first place. Made it easy to borrow things when they needed to. Tonight though, Ashley just wanted to grab a little time alone with Andrew. While it was true that most of their time outside work was alone together, she always wanted more. Just little sister things.

As she snuck toward the back room, she heard voices. "Tch, that fucking bitch" she thought. Ashley knew there was a woman here that had her eyes on Andrew. She'd have pulled them out and fed them to her if Andrew hadn't stopped her. Damn logical, reasonable Andrew. Yeah, corpse disposal was a bastard but it wouldn't be the first time for them. Their proclivity towards cannibalism just meant they had less to dispose of and a hot meal after a hard night's work. Anyway, as long as she didn't touch him, Ashley would behave. She did promise after all.

Rounding the corner, she was met with the sight of that goddamned whore touching Andrew. The conniving snake had her arms around him and looked to be trying to kiss him. He had his hands up, pushing her away. "I told you, I'm not interested! I already have someone and if they see you trying like this it'll be bad for you!" Andrew's words seemed to fall in deaf ears, because the woman did not let go of him.

Ashley saw red. Her blood boiled, her heart raced, everything went numb. She found her hands around the woman's throat. Her grip was surprisingly strong, and barely a noise escaped the woman before she lost consciousness.

Ashley hissed, "Andrew, get the stuff."

Andrew moved quickly, happy to be free from the woman's advances, and knowing better than to argue with his sister when she was so enraged. He did try to warn her. Digging through the storage cabinet, Andrew found the tools he was searching for. Heavy zip ties for hobbling together displays, rags and bleach for cleaning, and a tarp for when the weather threatened the displays. Nothing suspicious here. Oh, and the ever trustworthy butchers knife. Time and time again it had proven it's worth. He gathered everything and returned to Ashley's side.

Ashley could be scarily strong when angry. She'd already hefted the woman's unconscious body up on a table and placed her limp limbs where they needed to go. Andrew passed her the rags while he got to work with the zip ties. Working quickly, the siblings had her arms and legs firmly bound and her mouth adequately gagged. People that won't listen tend to be rather noisy. She started to come around, and predictably started struggling against her restraints and yammering into her gag.

Ashley slapped her viciously in the face and glared her in the eyes, violet irises dripping poison and vitriol. She yelped at the pain, but another slap across the other cheek settled her down easily enough. She stared at her captor in terror, panic creeping into her mind. Ashley took the knife from Andrew and slid it under her captive's shirt, pressing it to the top button.

Ashley addressed the woman, "You touched something that wasn't yours." Ashley cut the first button. "You tried to push yourself into someone who was plainly telling you no." Another button sliced away. "You violated his personal space." Ashley grabbed her shirt and tore the knife violently down the middle, baring the woman's chest and drawing a muffled scream from her. "Maybe you need a lesson on that." She looked up at Andrew, rage smoldering beneath a calm stony facade. He nodded.

Ashley drug the knife across the woman's chest. The lines where she did quickly beaded with blood, as the woman whimpered in pain. Reaching over, she placed a hand down to hold the skin taut, and quickly cut across it. This time the skin visibly parted, white flesh showed beneath for a moment before filling with deep red blood. The woman jerked and shrieked in pain, tears quickly welling in her eyes.

"Such a little bitch, she can't even take a little blood letting. How could you think you were going to steal my brother from me?"

The woman's brow furrowed and her eyes darted back and forth between Andrew and Ashley.

Ashley smirked and put her hand over her mouth. "Oops, probably shouldn't have said that. What should we do Andrew? Can't have her telling on us." Ashley reversed her grip on the knife and placed the tip over the woman's heart. She started hyperventilating, heaving air in and out of her nose and struggling against her restraints.

Andrew reached over and placed his hand on top of the knife handle with Ashley's. The added weight on the point set their victim into a full blown panic attack. She screamed into her gag and thrashed against the ties until her skin tore. Andrew looped his fingers into Ashley's, and looked her in the eyes. "Help me with this, then I'll clean if you'll cook." His grip on the knife tightened, holding it steady against the woman's sweat drenched chest.

"Aww, such a gentleman!" Ashley smiled, and pressed the knife into the woman's chest, slowly. Andrew smiled back at her and said, "Heh, if you say so. Just trying to be fair for once." Andrew pushed with her, slowly skewering the soon to be corpse in her most vital organ. She jerked hard against her restraints and screamed bloody murder until the butcher knife met the table beneath her. Soon enough, her thrashing slowed, then stopped. The only noise in the room was her blood dripping down onto the tarp.

Ashley released the knife and wrapped her arms around Andrew. She smiled at him and pulled him close, resting her head on his shoulder. Ashley nipped at his earlobe and whispered in his ear, "Besides, you're better off without loose lipped whores like that."